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THE Proprietors of this Pamphlet have en- 


tered it in the Hall-Book of the Company of 
Stationers ; and whoever pirates it, or any Part 


of it will be proſecuted with the _ i 
of the Law. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE characters and defign of this piece 
are taken from a Ballad Opera, written 


by Henry Fielding Eſq; 


Some of the Songs are likewiſe written by 
that celebrated author; but many others and 
the Quintetto neceſſarily added, and the dialect 
obliged to be changed throughout, on account 
of the meaſure required in this kind of reci- 
tative — 
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CHARACTER, 


Clarinddd  =- 


Squire Badger * 5 Mr. Smith 
_ Fairlove, firſt promis'd by Sir} 


Thomas to — Clarinds, | 5.3 
but afterwards rejected for } Mr. Philips 
Squire Badger, on account of 
his ſuperior fortune } 


Clarinda, daughter to Sir Tho-) 
mas Loveland, enamour'd Et Mrs. Jewell 


Sir — Lovdand, father ehe Mr. BY . 


Fairlove — 


Pert, chamber maid and confi- 2 
dant of Clarinda * * s Thompſon 


Landlord of an Inn, a kind of] 


mute, as in Italian N Mr. Eanititon 
of few characters. 


Scene, the principal Inn of a Borough. 


'SOUIRE BADGER. 


PART TAE FIRST. 


A bell rings, and a Waiter is heard at a diftance, 
crying, Cham commg,—Score a bottle of Negus 
m the Griffin. 


CLARINDA PE RT. 


C LARAIN D A. 
PRETTY whim of my kind father's, 
To mew me in a ſcurvy. inn, 
While all his voters poll at the election! 
en 4 7 > | 
True Ma'am ; yet this is hetter than a priſon ; | 
Such was your father's houſe : 
Locks, bolts, and bars made it a n ſcene. 
Theſe watchful parents 
B CL AR- 


e 


10 'SQUIRE BADGER. 
 CLARINDA. CY 

ers Are the ſooneſt baffled: 

Sir Thomas little thinks I've wrote to Fairlove, 

Who ſoon will free me from an odious match 


With that deteſted . . That wol, | ON” 
Badger. 


P ER T. 
But fools have fortune, ---that's your father's idol. 
C LARIN D A. [4 2812 
Well, Mr. Fairlove has, in annual rents, 
A thouſand pounds fair income. ö 
r 
NViery une: 
But well you know Squire Badger trebles that. 
CLARINDA.' 
Ah! can Sir Thomas, thro' a ſordid view, 
Retract his previous word given to Fairlove, 
And ſacrifice his child for dirty acres. 
N a 
Laa, Miſs, you're but a lot put up by auction (laughs) 
Tis Who bids moſt, and then down goes the 
hammer. 
c LARIN PDA. 
Ah cruel Fairlove! why fo long away ? 


3 „ 
O haſten my lover dear Cupid, 


Bring hither the youth I admire ; 
-# AX 1% ; The 


* 


SQUIRE BADGER = 


The wretch is too lazy and ſtupid, 1 
Who leaves me but time tg deſire. 


Let prudes leave their lovers in anguiſh, 
Coquets trifle paſſion away 3 

But why ſhou'd the virgin cer languiſh, 
Who meets her true lover half Ways os 


PE RT. 
True Ma sam, * e ee 
C LARIN DA, 
Prithee what Hep 
PERT. 
Before a week I'd well mi ham, 


And wed the 'Squire— | 
| * CLARINDA. 5 
For what? 
„ 
Io ſpite nmz 
He ſoon ſhou'd know be had not got a baby; 
Let him be Lord- - but faith I'd be my Lady. 


Fr Wt) x 


Whene'er a woman's glowing fire, 
Out- burns her lover's faint deſire, 
And Madam's in a pet; 
Th' infuſion, of a female ſpirit, 
Rouzes at once his drooping merit; 
'Tis brandy to Sherbett. - ee 
B 2 SCENE 


x 


. e * N E W 


ts chan FAIRLOVE in « Riding Dref. 
7 FAIRLOVE. D's 
My Clarinda! 

CLARIND A. 

O, Mr. Fairlove ! what cou'd detain you thus ? 

FAIRLOVE. | 

Caution my love !---No ſooner 1 difihoutitel, 

Than up came Badger with the red-fac'd landlord, 

And g ring John, aſk'd him my name 1 

ity: 
The _ ro 3 knows the Squire, and . 


A perf maſter in the art of bamming,--- 
Wounds Sir ! faid he, know you not this great 
Lord ? | 
A Lord! ſaid Badger ves Sir, replied the 
fellow, | 
This is Lord Slang of Slango-Hall, in Slangſhire. 
CLARIND A and PERT, 
Ha! ha ! |; SN. « 
SLA R IN D A. 
Well, but what follow'd ? 
# FAIRLOVE. 
Strait came the 'Squire, with rev "rence hat in hand, 


Ml Lord your endl e ſaid 1 _ 
John wink'd, and arehly grin'd, at ſight of which 
I bent my thoughts to car ry on the jeſt 
The Squire then preſs d me hard to take a glaſs, 
Nay, haul'd me to the parlour, where I ſat, 
Ready to ſplit with laughter; then 1 Fs 
Made my excuſe, and 
BAD G ER without. 

Hiddo, my Lord! f ade; 
| F AIRLO 1 
Sdeath! ! he's upon the ſtairs. 

CLARIND A. 

Run quickly, ſtop-himy or we're all undone. 


he FAIRLOVE. 
Fear not, my love. runs ot! 
C LARIN PDA. | 


Confound the blockhead how my poorheart beats! 


e 


e 95 


Ah, Pert! what naughty tricks 
My tim'rous heart betray; Ka 
With treble ſpeed it tick, tick, ticks, 
While Fairlove is away. | 


Ceaſe, buſy fool, this fond alarm; 
The youth ador'd is near: 
He comes, he comes, with ev'ry charm, 


To * thy needleſs fear. | 


To 


4 SQUIRE BADGER. 
To them F A ; R Lo v FE. , 


I [have driptch'd him; but on this condition, 

That I ſoon join him and the gouty landlord ! 

He's now half drunk, and ſwears if I ſhou'd fail, 

He'll follow me, and rout me from my quarters. 
CLARIND A, | 

O heav' n forbid !---away; prevent that miſchief: 


We II take a view of the ton till you return. 
| FAIRLOVE. 
Thy lovely ; image will my foul poſleſs, 


wu I review my unt of wen | 


DUE T.T. 0. 


FAIRLOVE. CLARINDA. 
FAT R LOVE. 

Thus the merchant ſails, to meaſure 
Dreadful leagues along the main; 
But return'd, he hugs his treaſure, 

On paſt toils 
Gayly. ſmiles, __. - 
Well — for all his pain. 


| CLARIND A. 
Thus the nymph, by dream affrighted. 
Whom her lover's death alarms, 
Wakes, tor grief and tears requited, 

Madly bleſt, 
When careſt 


In his fond encircling arms. 
8 CE N E 


* 


SQUIRE BADGER. 15 


8 CE N E III. A Parlour i the 1 


A Table, Bottle and Gloſee, a Abbe. Tanker 4 
Fe and Tobacco. 


SQUIRE BADGER LANDLORD, Smoaking: 


BADGER. 


' By the blood of the Badgers I ſhall loſe all patienes 
if my Lord ſtays much longer. 


FAIRLOVE. 
See Squire, I have kept my promiſe 


| BADGER. 
That's it, honey, O that's it [bauling i in a hunt- 
My dear Lord Slang fit down, ing train] 


Here's a rare Tankard of October; | 
Kiſs it, my Lord ! odsbud, its lips are ſweeter, 
Than any wench's in all chriſtendom. 
"'FAIRLOVE. 
What ! Sweeter than Clarinda's ? 
B ADG E R. [Laughing] 
Pſha, hers ! Waunds ſhe's to be my wife, : 
FAIRLOVE. : 
3 b 
But what of that? 
B A D G ER. 
Why _ if both her lips were currant jellies, 
8 


16 SQUIRE BADGER. 


The name of wife wou'd make them taſte of gall. 

FAIR LOVE and LANDLORD. 

| Ha ! ha ! ha! 

| LANDLORD. 

The Squire will have his joke. 

BAD GE R. 

Ay, that he will, my boy, 

And roar and rant, get drunk, and play the devil. 

Come drink about, my Lord. [offering the tankard 

Now I have ſwill'd two tankards of October, 

I'm cock d and prim'd for ch --Hollo, landlord 

[jogging bim] 

Zounds he's ler. Til rouſe him with a 8 


A I N. 4 with the glaſs in his . 


The DoQor is foal for a dangerous draught, 
Which cures half adozen, and kills half a ſcore; 
Of all the beſt drugs the Diſpenſaries taught, 
'T were well cou'd each cure one diſeaſe, and 
no more; * | 


But here's the juice, 
Of. fov'reign uſe, 

"Twill cure your diſtempers, whatever they be; 
In body, or ſpirit, 
Wherever you bear it, 


Take down a a large _ it will foon ſet you free. 


SQUIRE BADGER 77 


By cunning Directors if trick'd of your pelf, 
Your lofles a doſe of good claret can heal ; 
Or if you have been a Director yourſelf, | 
Iwill teach you nolofs of your honour to feel: 
Stocks fall, or riſe, 
Tell truth, or Hes, 
Your fame and your fortune here remedy | fd; 
| Shou'd Sylvia be cruel, 
Take this water gruel, 
"Twill ſoon cure the ttm that burns up yu 
mind. 


FAIRLOYVE. 
Bravo, brayiſſimo, Squire! 
LANDLORD. 
An excellent a in faith. 
5 A D G ER. 
A doſe for the faculty, ha, ha, ha. 
I ſent it in a franc, as a preſent 
To the college of phyſicians. 
ALL 
Ha! ha ! ha ! 

BADGER. 
Prithee landlord, is my huntſman 
Come yet with the hounds ? 

- LANDLORD 
O yes, your honour, they are in the yard. 


8 B ADG ER 


138 $QUIRE BADGER. 


3B ADG E R. 
There's a pack of beagles, 
Shall ſcent, trail, and run 
With any in the.county. . "=p 
Give us a merry ſong, my Lord, 
And then we'll ſtep and ſee em. 


FAIRLOVE. 
4a 1 RR. 
The duſky night rides down the ſky, 


And uſhers in the morn; 
The hounds all join in glorious cry, 
The Huntſman winds his horn: 
And a hunting we will go. 
The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make him ſtay ; 
My dear, it rains, and hails, and ſnows 3 
You will not hunt to-day. 
But a hunting we will go. 


Away he flies, to "ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds all ſpur and ſwitch ;_ 
Some are thrown in, and ſome thrown out, 
And fome thrown in a ditch. 
| Yet a hunting we will go. 


At 


SQUIRE BADGER. 19 


At laſt his ſtrength to — worn, 
Poor Renard ceaſes flight; 
Then hungry, homeward we return, 


To feaſt away the night. 
Then a — we will 80. 


BADGER. 


Chibo Jo! Come along, my Lord! Hiddo ! 
Hoax him there! 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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r 1. Garden. 


Fun, 8 PE RT. 
Fu CLARIND A. 
B UT are you ſure that ena will not 
follow? 
FAIRLO V E. 
O 'tis impoſſible that any man 
So drunk, ſhou'd move, till ſleep reſtore his feet: 
After two quarts o'th' landlord's ſtrong October, 
He toſs d- off twelve or thirteen half-pint bumpers 
Of his own Claret, ſent here for that purpoſe ; 
Then riſing up to dance, he reel'd awhile, 
Till on the floor he fell; 
No ſooner had the Landleed .and * 
Settled him on the couch, 


Than 


$SQUIRE BADGER = 


Than both his eyes were ſet, like a dead whiting's; 
At laſt his eyelids clos'd, and then he ſnor'd, 
Loud as his huntſman's hoth, een ſo I — 
| CLARINDA. 
Poor wretch ! I pity him. 
— TORT. 
The devil pity him for me! 
A nafty ſtinking beaſt 5 
Badger by name, Badger by nature too. 


Ay EE i 
Had 1 ſuch a hoby, 
I'd worry the booby; 
And make him a jeſt; a convenience, a tool; 


For ſome pretty fellow, 
I'd leave him, when mellow, 


And ſo horn his head---he ſhou'd butt with 
A bull. 


* 1 1 * 1 * 
£ 
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F AIRLO VE. 

But here, my love, we waſte the precious on, 
That fortune gives for flight; . 

Sir Thomas may return and intercept us. 
I 1 order the poſt chaiſe. 
|  'ELARINDA 
A chilling fear damps every reſolution ! 
I tremble at th' event. 


F A1 Re 


22 


SQUIRE BAD OE R. 


FAIRLO VE. | vcd f 
| Unkind Clarinda 
Fear implies * O can * — my love! 


s - 
Ly 
- 
# «= * . - 


Can the tide reſiſt its motion, 
As its wavy currents roll? 
Can the needle check devotion, + 

To 'the ſteel — pole ? 


Thus, by inſtinct, I obey thee, 
Nothing can thy pow'r controul ; 
Nature meant that Form to ſway me, 
Tis a Magnet to ; ſoul. 
P, E R r. 
Very pretty indeed ; 
But while this Gadle faddle ſtuff is king.” 
In comes the Knight, and with a wolfiſh paw, 
Tares from the ſhepherd's arms his fav'rite lamb. 
eic FAIR LOVE. | 
Death to my hopes !---I fly to get all ready. 
CLARIND A Stopping him. 
Hold, not ſo faſt ;---My father muſt attend 
His friendly voters, at their gen ral feaſt ; 
No danger threatens yet. 


F A I R- 


t 


FAIRLOVE. 
Needleſs delay, 
Ah muſt I live to doubt Clarinda's truth ! 
Be kind---ſuppreſs my fear---Are you reſoly'd ? 
| CLARIND A. 


J know not what to do. 


PER-T. 
Then tell 3 Sir; 


Vou men are e vaſtly fond of teaching young one's. 
1 
Sweet's the little maid, 
Who hath not learn'd her trade, 
Fearing, yet languiſhing to be taught ; 
Tho' ſhe's ne'er ſo coy, | 
Yow'll reap the greater joy, 
When ſhe's at laſt to compliance . 
Women full of skill, 
Sooner grant your will; 
But all obtain'd---'tis not worth a groat. 
Sweet's the little maid, &C. _ 


MOB without 
Huzza! Sir Thomas huzza! A Loveland for 
ever huzza! | 
FAIRLOQVE,. 
Your father is elected. 5 
| . C L A- 


% 


$QUIRE BADOER. 


CLARIN:D A. 
Away then, ſwift as thought, 
Order the horſes to in — 8 
But take good heed Sir Thomas ſee you not. 
We'll wait till he is ſettled at his dinner, . 
Then take our flight E- en as you've won me 

wear m. giving her hand) 

 SASALOVYEK - 

The ſpices of Am breathe from your lips. 


(kiffing it } 


Adieu till I retyrn, 


s CEN ER 0. 


e LARIN DA. ER x. 


 CLARIND A. 


Now tell me Pert. 
Iſn't he a charming creature ? 


. 
The man is well enough. 
CL ARIN D 
How now, Saucebox ! 
PURT. 
O then you mean that I ſhould fall in love with 


him. 
| CLARIND A; 
Still more impertinent. 


PERT. 


SQUIRE BADGER. 25 


PERT. 
Come, be compos d, I ſaid it " to teaze you. 
He's an Adonis. 
C L ARI N DA. 
Then his virtuous mind 
p E R T. 
Yes, and mine too 
CLARIND A, 
T hine, Prate-apace ? 
PE RT. 
Cerxtainly, Ma'am, for were I Minx or Flirt, 
And he ſhou'd preſs me ſtrongly Ah poor Pert! 
CLARINDA. 
| You make amends. 


. 


No more ſhall ſtern jailors environ, 
When cloſe from my lover confin'd ; 

Tho' limbs may be fetter d with iron, 
No ſhackles can chain up the mind. 


Thus caught the poor dove may fit moaping ; 
Yet hopes of her freedom ariſe, 

And ſoon as the caſement is open, 
Away to her turtle the flies, 


D SCENE 


26 SQUIRE BADGE R. 


S C E NE III. A i] in the N 5 


* 


SQUIRE BADGER Drunk. © LANDLORD. 


BAD GER. Fry he Ml hn 
Come, drink about---Wounds where's my Lord 
Slang ?----r--un Landlord „ r- un and fetch 
him! 


| LANDDORD. 


14741 
1 4 


| Yes, and pleafe your worſhip. 7 going Sawh/ 


BADGE R. 


Rot your g0-g9-gouty millpoſts, uy haſte ! 
LANDLORD. 07: 
Patience !---don't you ſee me go, 


Like an arrow from a bow? (limping out) 
B AD G E R. 
Ha! ha! ha! drunk as a . e ha Tha! 


N 


I've done for him. 


"To him Sir THOMAS LOV BLAND. 


Dear Mr. Badger yours! ! 
Now ; with me joy; for 1 have gain'd my election. 


BADGE R Stupidly. 
Joy as 'd your election? bloood and thunder! 


if angrily } 
Where's my Lord Slang ? 


Sir T HO MAS. 


Lord Slang ! Who the devil is he ? 


B A D- 


SQUIRE BADGER 27 
| if | 
Waunds! don't you know Lord Slang 
Of Slango Caſtle, in 1 6M be ee 
Damme the merrieſt fellow, ha, ha, 7 a 


The commicaleſt dog! ha, ha, ha, 
Landlord is gone to fetch him; 
You' 11 fplit your ſides with laughing, ha, | ha, ha, 


But I've no leiſure now; ; 


There's merely time to bring you to my daughter, 


Ere we muſt join my freeholders at dinner, 
oO BADGEBR |! 200 

Thar right old boy, | 

My belly's a freeholder--1t holds > a firking 


And gives its vote * ane goat] 


Confound your 1 
And party projection; | 
I care not who's right, or who's wrong; ; 
The devil be winner, 
So I've a good dinner, 
My bottle, my jeſt, and my ſong 
Then tow, row, tantararara boys; 7 


„„ £7» *% 


He that won't drink ſhou'd be ſet in the ſtocks; 
III watch evry glaſs _ 
Not a health ſhall you paſs; 


The higheſt of fun is to hunt an old fc. 
| D 2 Sir 


2 
18181 PEW 
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Sir THOMAS. 
This filthy beaſt will baffle all my projects 7 aſide} 
Come Squire, your arm, 
Tl lead you to my daughter: 
B ADG E R. 
Aye, co-co- come along Were ſhe the evil 
I'd f-ace her. 
Sir THOMAS. 
Fye, fye for ſhame Sir! you forget reſpect. 
55 B A DGE R. 
©, you re a Knight, and I am but a Squire; . 
No matter has have three Gouſand pounds a rey | 
80 
Dans. your 3 por 
Mirth and jollity 
Crown a Country Squire. 
d reeling off as he ſings } 


SCE N E III. Clarinda's Room in the Inn. 
CLARINDA PERT. 
CLARIND A. 

Buſtle, buſtle my girl!! 


Is the trunk falten d to the chaiſe | ? 
PE RT. 
Yes, Ma'am, | 
CLAREIND A. 
My jewel box, quick, quick! 


. 


SQUIRE 9 29 


PER. 
Here Ma'am. Lune and wo 170 


58 7. hath 57 A IRL O VE. F 

O heav n, Clarinda ! where, where ſhall I hide? 

I ran up here, or muſt have met full- butt 

Your ther and the Squire · They re at my heels, 

C LARIND A. 

O we're undone ! Reitt 0 ot 

P E R T, | 1 5 Þ 

Here, was 1 into this cloſet! 
(he runs in, ſhe ſhuts the dar } 


s c E N E the last. 


To them Sir THOMAS LOVELAND. '$QUIRE BADGER. 


sir THOMAS. 
Well, my ſweet girl, I'm at laſt cleted; 
ann 
Joy, joy to my father! 
Sir TP HOM AAA 
Thank you child !---But Mr. Badger! 
Methinks my daughter ſtands a uſeleſs cypher. 


A ib 1 


For ſhame Sir, make up to my girl. 
How can you e'en hope to prevail, 
| And 


— — — — — — — 
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And ſee a maid fit for an Earl 
Stand there like a filley at ſaleQ. 
Vour jockeying arts you may ſpare, 

ak out ! will you have her or not ? 
8? 


beauty and mexit fo rare, 
* Are vaſtly too good for a for. 


B AD GFE R. 


That's your miſtake, old Carch-periny'; Pero {1 


Clary's a fine wench, damime--- 
I muſt have a ſmack” at her. 
{ reels up to her, and roughly attempts to 45 !ſs her } 


. TN r KE T 720. 


n e „ er 
Hold! Stand off, ſtand off thou filthy creature! 

ee. 
Thou brute, thou ſavage, thus this d you treat her! 

| Sir T HO MAS. 
No reſpect, no reſpect, no manners fye. * 
"Tis MY daughter. 
BADG 5 R. 
What care 1 ? 


Damme $32 I'll have a ſmack | / as before) 


CLARINDA. 


Save ms; Sir {running to 127 father } 


4. 0) BB: WT; 
Fu keep him back. lays bl 'of bit J 


Sir 


SQUIRE BADGER. 3t 


* 


nene er 
ba friend Badger, think you this . 
The ways win my daughter? Go ors to bin / 
W 
Ten. 
di 'F'B RT. | 


Uh, filthy beaſt!.. { gilde to Cla. he ſcarce can 
ſtand. { Badger goes to take Clarind's band 
e ILANAIN D 
u periſh ere I'll yield my hand. 
B A DG ER. 
Zounds ! what's the matter ? 
Sir ＋ HOM AS. 
Fye ! you're denn 
B AD G E R. 
You're an old fool, and ſhe's a 


To dem F A I R L O VE enragd 
Raſcal ! Villain ! one word more, {collars bim) 
I'll lay you ſprawling on the floor, 


Sr T HOM A 8. 
Confuſion! Fairlove ! 


B A D G E R. 

Fairlove! pſha, this is Lord Slang. Lo Sir Tho. 

What means your Lordſhip ? (Pulying Fairlove 
F A I R LO v e Mig 


Fool go hang. 
N sir THOMAS. 
Is this well done ? IIe 
FF ATKLOV-E. 
Yes, faithleſs Knight ; 


Your 


—— 


n " - 2 
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SQUIRE BADGE R: 
Your promiſe gave me herea right. { pointing toCla, 


Can you this beauty ſacrifice 
To ſuch a wretch !---for ſhame, be wiſe 1. 


A Turk to ſuch a brutal knave 

Wou' d hardly wed a chriſtian ſlave. 
. BADGER. 

ne Th have fatisfa&tion. leo Fair. bull * 
TT ALREOVE. . 

Take it (gives him a box on the ear) now come out 


to action! 
(Clarinda holds Fair. and Pert holds Badger) 


A 1 R in Dialogue and Duetto. 
CLARIND A. | 
Hold, my love !. ; 
FAIRLOY E, 
Sweet let me go! 
CLAKINDA. 
My life, my all! 5 
er 0 v RK 
Releaſe me ! 


| CLARIND A. 
No. 


Let the voice of love aſſwage 
FAIRLO VE. 


Melting love diſſoves my rage. 
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&' 11 . 
Hark you Knight? Tm corrected, n now Tm 


half ſober, | 
TU ſwallow'th'affront with a draught of October: 


Tis wile to take ſhelter, when ſous'd by the 


weather ; 


80 you a your crew may be hang'd all together. 


(reels out) 
CLARIND A. 


A beaſtly entrance, and a b eaſtly exit. 


Sir TH OM AS. 


Fairlove! 1 promisd you my child; 
But avarice my wits beguil'd. _ 


Can you forgive ? (taking bis hand) If ſo, ten take 
her, (gives her to him) 


And be as happy as you'll make her. 
FATRELOYVE. 


No earthly gifts can crown my joys above 


Your honour thus redeem'd, 


And fair Clarinda's love. 
CLARITIND A. 
Thus after ſtorms and dangers paſt, 


The wretched find a Port at laſt. 


418 avid CHORUS. | 
Sir THOMAS. 
"F< parents, who have daughters got, 
Make this a golden rule-- 
E Neer 


# 


Ne'er wed them to a drunken fot, 


Nor to a knave or fool. © 
That they may ſing moſt cheerily, 
When you their ſtation fix, 


And all the bells ring -merrily, 


One two three four five ſix. 


FAIRLOVE. 
The fot will tipple day and night, 
And then go home to bed, 


The fool will grin, the knave will bite, 


Your gold will turn to lead: 
Then daughters ſing not cheerily, 
When you their ſtation fix, 


Nor ring the bells out merrily, 


One two three four five ſix. 


. 


For me, a little ſaucy puls, 


Not born to bite my thumbs, 
About a man Fll make no fuſs; 
But. take the firſt that cqmes : 


With him Tl ſing moſt cheerily, 


When I my ſtation fix, 


The bells ſhall then ring merrily, 


One two three four five ſix, 


c L A- 
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CLARINDA. 
My father choſe a beaſtly youth, 
In fordid view of pelf, 
= So I found one with ſenſe and truth, 
thi And cater'd for myſelf, 
Now, now we'll ſing moſt cheerily ; 
TII never play him tricks, 
| Then ring the bells out merrily, 
\. One two three four five fix, 
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